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Little Drummer Boy 


Author's Notes: 
Yet another Christmas story. This one is for konekoAl. 


"What should | do with you, huh?" 


A pair of big, round eyes looked up at him from a nest of blankets and he sighed softly and tried to unearth 
them yet again. A long moan of despair greeted his effort, and the blankets writhed madly, bouncing across 
the bed in a futile but hilarious attempt to get out of his reach. Dave tucked his hands into his pockets and 


rocked back on his heels. 


"Seriously, Tay, you've gotta come out of there some time," he said. There was a touch of asperity in his 


voice, crisp and sharp. "We're supposed to be meeting people." 


"People?" Taylor's voice was muffled and sullen, his eyes heavy with sleep. Dave had, according to the garbled 
block of protesting that had issued from the blankets, woken him up in the middle of a very good dream, the 
nature of which prohibited him from getting out of bed Dave understood, of course - who hadn't had those 


dreams? - but he was damned if he was going to let Tay curl up in a nest of fleece and wool while he braved 
the elements to have dinner with label reps. "What people?" 


"The reps, Taylor. You knew we had to do this today." He tried to tug the blankets away again and Taylor 


snarled like a dog. 


"| don't wanna go. I'm tired, its cold out, and your shirt sucks." Tay huddled down further in the blankets and 


buried his nose in plaid wool. "Take Chris or Nate with you." 


"They're busy,’ Dave grumbled, climbing into the bed. "You agreed to do this two weeks ago, | don't care how 


cold it is, and my shirt does not suck, it's the one your mother gave me for Christmas four years ago." 


"My mother has terrible taste!" Taylor yelped softly as Dave's weight made a dip in the bed. Swaddled and 
inert, he couldn't resist as his bundle of bedding toppled into the hollow. "Dave, leave me alone! You're supposed 
to be the nice one!" 


"Yeah, well, maybe | changed my mind." Dave stared for a second, then set to work unwinding Tay from his 
mass of blankets. Tay attempted to resist and was thwarted by his own defenses. Instead, he whimpered. 


"Maybe I've decided to be the biggest jerk in the music industry, starting with you." 
“That's not fair!" 


"Life's not fair!" Dave succeeded finally in detangling one blanket, but Taylor was still firmly swaddled and was, 
in the fashion of an epileptic inchworm, thrashing his way across the bed. "Come on, Tay, don't be a fucker." 


"But it was a really, really good dream!" Tay protested, the hint of a whine in his voice. "If you leave now, | 
might be able to get back to it!" Dave sighed and sat back, hands folded in his lap. The aggressive approach 


clearly wasn't working. Time for a change of tactics. 


"You know you can never get back to a good dream," he said reasonably. Tay stopped flailing and peered 
suspiciously at him. Dave just flashed a good-natured grin and continued. "That isn't the way it works. Look, | 
already woke you up, so you might as well get out of bed and come with me." He glanced over at the alarm 


clock ostentatiously, eyes wide. "If you get up now, you'll even have time for a shower.." 


"| suppose." Tay sat up and pushed an arm out of the mass of blankets, and Dave resisted the urge to smirk. 
"Its gonna suck, though. It'll be fucking boring." 


"Yeah, well" Dave shrugged eloquently. "What can you do, right? It's going to suck no matter what, but if we 
both go, the suck will be distributed between two people, so it will lessen the impact. See?" Tay pondered for a 
moment, then rolled his eyes. 


"Okay, | see what you're saying, but if | just.. don't go, then the suck won't impact me at all. That's even 
better." 


Dave was silent for a moment. Taylor did have a point, of course, even if it was a selfish, douchey point. He 
would have to sweeten the deal somehow, as reminding Tay of his responsibilities as a bandmate and a friend 
would only make him sulk for the rest of the afternoon, and when Tay sulked he did it up right. Dave would be 
better off with rabid weasels than Taylor in a bad mood. 


"You make an excellent argument," Dave allowed, speaking slowly as though considering what Taylor said. In 
truth, he was racking his brain for some bribe he could offer. "What if I.. hmm." 


"Blow mel" 


Silence stretched between them for several minutes. There was a wickedly impish smile on Taylor's face, and a 
look that was both stunned and considering on Dave's. He'd never actually considered sex as an incentive, as 
he'd always sort of assumed Taylor was straight. He himself liked to look at sex as a buffet; if it looked good, 
chances were Dave had sampled it. And.. yeah, tell the truth, Taylor was a pretty attractive guy. 


"Sure, okay," Dave answered, shrugging slightly. "It's been a while, though, so it might take me a minute to 


warm up." 


There was another stretch of quiet, broken only by the sounds of Dave rustling the sheets as he crawled 
across the bed. Taylor was staring at him with huge, trapped eyes, lower lip quivering just the tiniest bit. Of 
course, it had occurred to Dave that Tay had thrown out the most ridiculous suggestion he could think of in 


order to get out of his commitment guilt-free. He really should have known better. 


"Do you want help getting out of the blankets?" Dave asked. His voice was soft, reasonable. He was enjoying 
Taylor's obvious disbelief. "Or do you just want me to kind of unwind you? | don't think itd be very sexy, but | 


guess | could try." 
"Dave" Taylor's free hand batted at him as Dave reached for the blankets. "Quit it! | was just kidding!" 


"Were you?" It was Tay's turn to assume a considering expression, Dave could almost see the gears turning in 
his head. On the one hand, they were friends and friends didn't blow each other. On the other, they were 
friends and friends had sex all the time as a matter of convenience. Tay's eye twitched a little, then his other 
arm erupted from the swathe of blankets. 


"| guess not," he said, trying to sound cheerful. Dave stifled his laughter and reached out, gently detangling Tay 
from his cocoon. Blanket after blanket peeled back, to the point that Dave started to wonder if this was some 
horrible dream of his, a dream where Taylor turned out to be made entirely of linens with maybe a bat or 


something at the center of the bundle. 


Just as he started to consider pinching himself on the arm, a flash of skin showed. He bared Tay's shoulder 
first, the strong sweep of his collarbone, pale gold and freckled. Dave grinned a little and leaned down, kissing 


bare skin, and Tay shivered and broke out in goosebumps. Raising an eyebrow, Dave continued to unwind the 


blanket, pushing it away from Taylor's chest, tugging it down by inches until it just barely covered his hips. 


Slowly, Dave leaned down. His hair brushed Taylor's bare skin, and Tay voiced a soft moan that blended easily 
into nervous laughter. A hand tangled in his hair, and Dave purred as he pressed his lips to the sharp angles 
of Tay's hip. He stayed there for a moment, breathing in, getting used to the feel of a man under his hands. It 
really had been a while. He'd forgotten how sharp men could be. 


His lips peeled back and he sunk his teeth gently into Taylor's skin, worrying the spot just inside his hipbone. 
Tay squealed, hilariously, beautifully, then tightened his grip on Dave's hair and gave voice to a breathless little 
sigh. His hips twisted up, pushing against Dave's mouth, and as Dave shifted his arm to get more comfortable, 
his wrist brushed the swelling length of Tay's prick. 


"F-fuck.." Tay breathed, hips jerking again. Dave pulled back slightly, glanced up. Tay's face was flushed bright, 
his eyes unfocused, and Dave wondered briefly if it was because he'd found a secret sweet spot, or if it was 
simply because Tay had never been touched by another guy before. He liked to think it was the latter; 


somehow that made all the sweet little noises that Tay made all the more interesting. 


Licking his lower lip, Dave shoved the blanket aside, fully baring Taylor's body, and paused a moment to stare. 
He was gorgeous like this, stretched out, legs spread, chest heaving. Dave wondered briefly why he'd never 
bothered to fuck Taylor before, then shrugged it off as an oversight that was easily rectified. Maybe not 


tonight, but soon. He intended to have Tay crawling back for more when this was over. 


Dave ducked his head, moaning low as the head of Taylor's prick slid against his cheek. Tay cried out, jerked his 
hips up, and Dave pushed them back down, pinning them to the bed with an arm draped neatly across Tay's 
abdomen. Tay made soft noises of protest which Dave cheerfully ignored. His lips parted and he hesitated, 
breathing gently on the head of Tay's cock, teasing him into more desperate noises. 


He was rewarded by a shriek of impatience and fingers twisting so hard in his hair that he was sure he lost a 
chunk. Laughing, he ducked his head, sighing as the tip of Taylor's cock slid across his tongue towards the back 
of his throat. It had been a very, very long time since he'd deep-throated, but once you learn you never really 
forget. Dave closed his eyes and relaxed, pushing his gag reflex to the back of his mind, forcing himself to 


open up. 


Taylor's fingers relaxed immediately, shifting to stroke and pull tenderly. Dave moaned, the muscles of his 
throat contracting around Tay's prick as he swallowed. It felt good to be down here like this, completely at 
Taylor's mercy and yet more in control of his friend than he'd ever been before. Tay's hips began to roll, 
fucking his prick in and out of Dave's throat, and Dave shuddered. His own cock twitched against his leg, 


swelling and aching more and more with every soft little mewl that fell from Taylor's lips. 


Careful not to disrupt Tay's pleasure, Dave reached down into his own lap. His fingers fumbled at first, slipping 
off his zipper several times before he finally managed to get a grip on it. It slid down with a soft rasp, and he 
reached into his jeans, tugging his prick out and palming it with a low moan. Tay reacted to the sound, arching 


and writhing against the bed, hips jerking fast and shallow against Dave's mouth. 


Dave closed his eyes, let himself fall into the rhythm that Taylor set, his hand stroking in time with every roll 
of Tay's sharp little hips. His fingers skated up and down the length of his shaft, pressing and squeezing at just 
the right second with an ease born of long practice. His throat matched his hand, working eagerly around Tay's 
prick, welcoming the invasion as Dave worked himself into a near frenzy. It would be so fucking easy to just 
slide up, shove his prick into Tay's ass, hold him down and fuck him. A shudder wormed its way down Dave's 
spine at the thought, and he held onto it, imagining it as he jerked himself off. 


Tay moaned and Dave swallowed hard, trying not to think too hard of the sounds that Tay would make as he 
got fucked. Screaming and moaning, gasping, begging. Dave could almost feel Taylor's fingernails dragging across 
his shoulders, could almost feel the weight of Tay's legs, tight around his waist. He bucked desperately into his 
hand, fucking his own fist as Tay's thrusts grew shorter and more erratic. He barely heard anything anymore, 
too focused on his own fantasy to notice the rising pitch of Tay's voice. 


When Tay came, it took him by surprise. One second he was feverishly imagining flipping Tay over and holding 
his hips as he pounded into him, and the next, he was choking, throat working reflexively to swallow as Tay 
spilled himself with a long, keening cry. Dave's eyes flickered up as he pulled back, freeing himself, and his lips 
parted in pleasure at the expression of twisted, agonizing pleasure of Taylor's face. It was exactly how he'd 
imagined Tay looking as he came inside him, and his prick jumped in his hand. 


With a soft groan, Dave bucked forward and came, warmth spilling into his palm and across his wrist. He held 
the image of Taylor's face in his mind as his muscles shuddered, pleasure ripping through his body in a mind- 
numbing wave. Slowly, he relaxed and slowly, he tipped forward, resting his head against Tay's hip and 
grumbling softly to himself. They stayed like that for a moment, then Tay's hand rested tentatively on his 
head and he looked up. 


"Did that turn you on?" he asked, eyes wide. Dave grinned, bemused by the question Poor sweet Tay, never 
quite knew what the fuck was going on 


"No, | was just jerking off to distract myself," he answered, sitting up. Tay looked puzzled, then scowled, then 
reached down and gripped Dave by the wrist. Slowly, he lifted Dave's hand to his lips, pink tongue darting out to 
clean the come off of his fingers. Dave watched, fascinated, and felt the first faint stirrings of arousal nagging 
at him again. "Tay." 


"Dave," Taylor mocked, cocking his head to the side and blinking those big, beautiful eyes. "| should go take a 


shower now, huh?" 
"No, fuck it” Dave knew he would regret it, but a few phone calls and he'd have the entire afternoon and 
evening free. Taylor grinned, recognizing the hungry gleam in Dave's eyes for what it was. "I think we'll just 


stay here. That cool?" 


"Cool with me!" 


"That's my boy." And Dave ducked his head again, kissing a slow path up Taylor's stomach. 


